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Vision  for 


Today,  in  DC 

nation's  capitol  and  shame, 
wound  never  be  treated 

shining  beacon  of  ideals  enshrined  and  forgotten 
phallic  symbols  to  make  us  feel  that  much  more 
patriotic, 

I saw 

a punkish-emo-middle-class-innocent-confused 

half-Italian  and  half-Middle  Eastern  girl  eating  her  lunch 

under  an  American  flag,  on  the  steps 

of  the  Holocaust  Memorial  Museum 

and  thought,  to  myself 

this 

is  what  America  is  supposed  to 
be. 


'WiAikkcnUj  Huul,  I 
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SISTER 


A cookie  for  you,  a cookie  for  me 
Just  to  go  with  our  3 o'clock  tea. 

We  wear  our  sun  hats  and  put  on  our  dresses 
Even  when  we  know,  we'll  make  lots  of  messes. 
We  stick  out  our  pinkies  and  sip  carefully 
We'll  talk  and  laugh  and  act  cheerfully. 

Afterwards  we'll  sing  and  dance 
We'll  even  travel  from  Boston  to  France 
We'll  jump  around  like  no  one  cares 
We'll  leap  all  the  way  down  the  stairs. 

Once  we  get  tired  and  can't  go  on 
We  hop  into  bed  with  a large  yawn 
We'll  close  our  eyes  and  dream  for  some  time 
We'll  dream  of  witches  and  goblins  and  slime 
And  when  we  wake  up  it'll  be  well  again 
We'll  smile  and  gleam  every  now  and  then 
When  we're  together  we  know  we  are  sound 
So  we  put  on  our  shoes  and  we  jazz  around 
You  kiss  the  cut,  I bandage  the  blister 
It's  a bond  you  can't  break,  we're  sister  and  sister 
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This  Lie 


- \ Monologue  1 1 is | > i i*('< I l>\  luirewell to  Munzunar  - 


A little  girl  runs  up  to  me.  She  must  be  about  five  or  six  years  old.  She  looks 
up  at  me,  with  her  penetrating  yet  innocent  stare.  And  without  a trace  of  shyness  she 
opens  her  tiny  mouth  and  asks  me  why  I always  wear  a scarf  on  my  head.  And  right 
there,  in  that  moment,  I almost  tell  her.  Standing  in  the  warm  June  sun,  I almost  tell  her 
about  how  I had  to  marry  the  man  I love  in  secret,  because  my  parents  did  not  approve 
because  he  is  Japanese. 

We  adopted  a little  Japanese  girl,  not  long  after,  so  that  our  child  would  not  have 
to  deal  with  the  issues  that  came  with  being  biracial.  And  now,  with  the  war,  we  have 
been  brought  to  this...  internment  camp,  1 believe  they  call  it.  We  are  dangerous.  We 
cannot  be  living  among  other  people.  It's  funny  that  I say  "We."  I am  not  Japanese.  But 
can  pass. 

To  be  kept  with  my  family,  1 have  been  wearing  this  scarf  on  my  head,  hiding 
my  hair.  I have  been  pretending  to  be  a Japanese  woman,  instead  of  the  mulatto  that  I 
really  am.  But  this  is  what  I must  do,  for  my  family.  They  need  me.  There  are  times,  of 
course,  when  I just  want  to  walk  into  the  street,  rip  off  my  scarf,  and  march  right  out 
into  the  real  world,  showing  my  heritage  with  pride.  But  I cannot.  I will  not.  I want  to 
be  strong,  or  at  least  seem  it,  for  my  husband,  and  our  daughter.  But  the  frustration,  oh 
the  frustration,  it  is  just  unbearable. 

The  people  here,  they  complain.  They  get  aggravated.  And  I cannot  deny 
that  they  have  every  right  to.  But  what  I am  living  is  much  more  difficult.  I am  lying 
to  myself,  to  everyone.  1 used  to  think  my  life  was  bad.  I always  felt  stuck,  caught 
in  between  White  and  Black.  When  1 was  younger,  I thought  I could  choose.  But  I 
soon  realized  that  not  only  was  that  decision  impossible  to  make,  but  I could  never 
completely  be  one  race.  So  I was  always  stuck.  But  at  least  then  I could  be  myself.  Here, 
I have  to  be  something  that  I am  not  at  all,  not  even  half.  It's  difficult,  and  exasperating, 
to  live  this  lie.  But  I try,  for  my  family.  They  need  me  more  than  I need  myself. 

So  here  I am,  standing  in  the  warm  June  sun,  about  to  tell  the  little  girl  all  of  this. 
But  I look  down  just  a moment  too  late.  The  girl  has  already  run  off,  too  young,  too 
carefree  to  listen  to  the  problems  of  a troubled  woman  like  myself. 
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It  was  Sunday,  and  that  should  tell  all-  the  day  of  old-special  food,  but  yet  never  blase.  The 
hot  steams  kept  puffing  up  to  my  nose,  diffusing  the  yummy  smell  of  white  and  black  mushrooms, 
salads,  all  the  green  vegetables,  and  various  kinds  of  sea  food  fighting  among  the  boiling  bubbles 
to  get  out  of  the  basin,  which  was  resting  on  top  of  the  portable  gas  range.  The  fresh  shrimps  were 
lying  dead  on  the  dish,  little  by  little  were  hoisted  to  th^/icious  basin  by  ravenous  chopsticks. 

1 'he  light  pink  squids  seemed  tg  be  untouched,  but  they  did  not  last  long  with  me.  I could  hear 
my  dad's  crunchy  noise  while,chewing  the  green-fresh  juicy  vegetables  in  his  jaw.  The  whole, 
small  kitchen  was  warm  with  the  clouds  of  delicious  steams.  My  eldest  sister  and  I were  the 
ones  standing,  since  the  table  seemed  to  beWo  small  to  have  enough  space  for  all  to  sit  down.  I 
felt  congested  with  the  sight  of  all  the  foods  put  on  the  table  with  a seething  basin  in  front  of  me, 
placed  on  the  center  of  the  modest  table.  I felt  as  plunging  down  into  the  oppressed  little  world  if 
1 sit  down,  and  besides,  I was  too  lazy  to  grab  a chair  down  from  the  living  room.  Everyone  was 
busy  picking  up  the  raw  foods  on  the  table  to  the  basin,  and  too  busy  eating  that  one  did  not  think 
about  sparing  a minute  to  talk,  except  for  some  comments  about  what  could  have  made  the  food 
better.  My  second  eldest  sister  chastised  me  for  not  sitting,  but  I protested:  "No,  I like  standing 
better;  it's  comfortable,  and  it  will  make  digesting  the  food  easier.  That  way  we  won't  get  full 
quickly."  My  pretext  was  never  new  in  the  family,  but  it  worked.  My  legs  grew  tired  eventually, 
thus  1 dropped  a groan  and  a complaint  carelessly.  She  looked  at  me  and  retorted,  "Why,  I thought 
that  you  said  it  was  very  comfortable  standing  up." 

After  each  stomach  was  full,  what  was  to  be  more  expected  than  Mom  and  Dad  retelling 
their  ancient  stories?  Dad  would  always  tell  jokes;  some  were  perverted  about  old  people. 
Nevertheless,  sometimes  I laughed  as  if  I didn't  get  bored  of  them  at  all.  1 have  never  heard  a joke 
from  Mom,  but  only  short  anecdotes,  and  her  glorious  time  of  being  loved  by  all  the  military  men 
during  the  Vietnamese  War.  She  told  us  about  each  soldier  who  loved  her,  and  how  she  rejected 
him  mercilessly.  Most  tickling  of  all  was  her  funny  and  partly  romantic  moment  between  her 
and  my  dad.  She  would  always  retell  the  stories  without  consciousness  that  she  had  already  told 
us  since  the  earth  was  born.  Her  tone  never  altered,  it  was  always  proud  when  describing  how 
she  was  a blossom  of  the  time,  loved  by  many  and  many  tried  to  win  her  love.  We  were  always 
alarmed  with  her  unchanged  introduction  whenever  she  started  to  narrate  her  tale:  "Back  during 
the  time  of  Vietnamese  War..." 

I was  a pretty  and  young  girl  back  then  during  the  Vietnamese  War.  1 was  only  15.  Our 
grandfather  had  sent  me  to  be  an  apprentice  to  a tailor  earlier,  and  thus  I was  a well-known  tailor 
by  then,  and  I had  to  take  care  of  the  family.  It  was  already  dim  outside  when  I walked  home  on 
the  rough  soil  road  from  work.  The  smell  of  the  smoke  incensed  from  the  top  of  the  mountainous 
hays,  they  rose  up  in  condensed  packs  then  scattered  in  the  sky.  The  rough,  red  and  soil-stoned 
mixed  road  no  longer  looked  scorching  and  irritating  as  it  was  during  the  afternoon.  Rows  of  sugar 
cane  leaves  and  the  betel  trees  were  swinging  with  the  cool  evening  breezes  in  each  house.  All  the 
small,  rectangular  huts  with  sugar  cane  leaves  roofs  were  now  lighting  up  the  house.  The  wife  or 
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the  daughter  now  started  to  cut  the  banana  trunks  to  feed  the  babbling  pigs,  and  the  started 
toprepare  for  dinner.  My  drowsy  dog,  who  was  lying  slothfully  on  the  cemented  front  yard, 
now  fawning  his  tail  with  me  when  I walked  in.  From  the  front  yard,  the  warm  steams  of 
cooked  rice  assailed  my  nose,  and  my  stomach  started  to  play  drums.  From  the  rear  house, 
mom  was  bending  her  back  toward  the  stove,  fanning  the  cooking  pot  with  the  small,  dried 
coconut  leaves  fan.  Standing  outside,  I saw  an  outline  of  a figure  of  a man  lying  on  the  bamboo 
bed  next  to  the  living  room.  1 rushed  into  the  kitchen  to  ask  mom  what  was  going  on:  "Shhhhh. 
The  troops  are  now  coming  to  our  village,  anci  they're  staying  over  people's  houses.  He's 
Commander  Huynh  Tung,  and  he  is  going  to  stay  at  our  house,  but  I don't  know  when  the 
troops  are  going  to  leave,"  she  said.  I didn't  come  to  the  living  room,  I was  trying  to  avoid 
seeing  this  strange  commander,  but  then  he  went  into  the  kitchen  for  a draught  of  water.  I 
pretended  that  I didn't  see  him,  but  he  smiled  at  me  and  asked  "em  lam  gi  do?"  (what  are  you 
doing?).  I didn't  like  men  to  call  me  'em'  (an  intimate  way  of  addressing  a younger  female  such 
as  how  a man  addresses  his  lover),  so  T didn't  like  him  already  at  that  instance.  I told  him  that 
I was  cooking,  and  the  blunt  conversation  died.  During  the  first  month,  each  time  he  tried  to 
start  a conversation  with  me,  I just  gave  a bunt  'yes'  and  'no'  and  then  walked  away  He  was 
still  well  liked  among  my  two  brothers  and  sisters,  and  of  course,  my  dog.  He  always  stole 
a look  at  me,  and  I was  sure  that  he  loved  me  after  all  his  soldiers  told  me  he  loved  me.  Of 
course,  I disliked  him  more  because  I was  young  and  I didn't  want  to  be  love. 

I never  looked  straight  at  his  face  during  the  day.  He  used  to  sleep  on  the  bamboo-tree 
bed  against  the  wall  in  the  living  room.  Here,  1 would  often  scrutinize  his  face,  hardened  by 
time  of  war,  but  yet  on  his  face  I always  found  the  look  full  of  life  and  hope.  It  seemed  that  he 
was  smiling  in  his  restful  sleep. 

I did  not  hate  him  because  sometimes  I found  him  to  be  very  mischievous  in  a romantic 
way.  Once,  he  was  ordered  with  his  troop  to  go  to  another  village  to  take  care  of  some  business. 

I thought  he  would  be  gone  forever  and  wouldn't  leave  any  of  his  mark  behind,  but  he  sent 
his  soldier  to  bring  me  a music  sheet  with  the  lyric  of  a love  song,  which  was  very  famous 
by  that  time.  The  pages  were  white  with  the  smell  of  black  ink  notes  on  neat  lines.  The  front 
was  nothing  but  the  curvy  title  of  the  song,  along  with  it  was  a bouquet  of  orange  flowers  of 
summer,  hoa  phuong.  I did  not  notice  it  at  first,  but  later  I saw  on  the  corner  of  the  front  his 
writing  "To  You".  I still  had  it  after  the  Vietnam  War,  but  I lost  it  before  we  moved  to  America. 
My  youngest  brother  never  stopped  from  humming  that  song.  He  would  walk  around  the 
house  with  the  sheet  in  his  hand,  and  would  open  it  to  look  for  the  part  where  he  didn't 
remember  yet.  T remembered  my  brother  kept  singing  this  one  line  "How  can  you  refuse 
love?".  Sometime  later,  his  soldier  brought  me  a letter  from  him,  and  in  that  letter  he  pretended 
to  ask  me  "I  heard  that  you  have  the  song  Phuong  Yeu,  can  I borrow  it?"  It  did  not  surprise  me 
that  he  came  back. 

One  night,  my  dad  was  reading  some  papers  on  the  table  in  the  living  room,  and  mom 
was  cooking  fishes.  I carried  the  food  to  the  living  room,  sniffing  the  tasty  smell  of  fried  fishes 
on  the  dish  with  their  mouths  and  eyes  wide  opened  as  if  they  were  telling  me  that  would  come 
back  to  get  revenge.  I saw  his  back  sitting  on  the  threshold  facing  the  orchard,  and  next  to  him 
laid  my  sleeping  dog,  who  was  making  the  flickering  noise  and  snuggled  in  the  commander's 
arm.  He  was  lighting  candles  all  over  on  the  floor  with  that  hopeful  look  always  on  his  face.  1 
asked  him  awkwardly  what  he  was  doing,  he  said  "Praying  for  your  love."  I did  not  love  him, 
but  I did  not  hate  him.  I never  talked  to  him  about  his  feelings  for  me,  because  I didn't  want  it 
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to  be  true.  It  something  is  unspoken,  then  it  will  still  be  only  a though,  but  it  it  was  spoken 
of,  then  it  will  be  true.  1 did  not  want  to  be  loved,  and  I refused  love  to  come  to  me. 

One  day  his  soldier  brought  in  a tray  of  betel  nuts  and  presented  it  to  my  parents. 

1 le  wanted  to  propose  marriage  to  me!  1 was  sewing  clothes  at  work,  but  when  I got  home 
mom  told  me  about  his  proposal.  I asked  her  anxiously  whether  she  refused  or  not.  1 felt 
as  breathing  out  rocks  after  she  said  'yes'.  I felt  thankful  toward  my  mom  that  she  did  not 
make  me  marrying  me.  1 didn't  talk  to  him  after  that  day,  but  he  didn't  stop  stealing  a gaze  at 
me.  1 le  staved  for  another  month,  but  always  back  and  forth  for  business  in  another  post  of 
guarding.  He  always  sent  his  soldier  to  bring  back  gifts  to  me,  but  my  sisters  were  the  ones 
who  took  them  all.  He  was  sent  to  fight  in  a battle  by  the  end  of  that  month,  and  1 never  saw 
him  again  after  he  left.  I thought  that  he  would  be  out  of  my  life  forever,  but  his  soldier  came 
back  with  his  news.  He  was  wounded  in  the  battle,  and  was  brought  to  the  hospital.  I did  not 
come  back  to,  nor  did  I come  to  burn  incense  on  his  grave.  I did  feel  sad  for  him,  and  sorry 
that  I could  never  love  him. 

Sitting  in  the  living  room,  I looked  outside.  It  was  evening,  my  old  dog  was  still  lying 
there,  only  he  was  older  now  with  his  sagging  face,  and  the  empty  bamboo  bed  was  still 
there  against  the  wall.  Everything  was  just  like  the  way  it  was  in  the  first  evening.  The  clouds 
of  smoke  now  were  visible  in  the  sky,  and  they  were  writing  his  name,  very  peacefully. 


Cam  Dauuj  Le , 111 


Spring  2006 


Shoah  II 


When  I see  a little  child's  sketch 
of  a figure  beating  others 
among  pictures  of  dragons 
and  sunny  days 


when  the  label  underneath 
reads  1938  - Auschwitz,  1944 
a monster  rips  away  my  heart 
and  finds  it  burst  and  bleeding 

the  bright  scarlet  shrivels 
to  old  brown,  and  finally  grey 
dust,  like  that  at  Madjanek 
under  the  dome  of  harsh  concrete 
the  Soviets,  even  they,  erected 

we  realize  the  Holocaust  in  piles 

warehouses  of  women's  hair 
piles  and  piles  of  glasses,  and 
fake  limbs,  suitcases,  pots, 
all  the  trappings  of  life 

and  the  shoes- 

baby  shoes,  heels  grey  with  age 
here  and  there  one  red  yet 
endless  corridors  of  a thousand, 
a million  different  types  of  shoes 


there  in  that  desolate  camp, 
we  paid  our  respects  to  a pile  of 
human  ash,  so  large  that  all  fifty 
of  us  living,  breathing  bodies 


that  sum  would  not  be  equal  to  its  mass 
The  mind  shutters  as  the  enormity 
the  horror  finally  dawns 
and  one  sees  Wiesel's  plumes  of  smoke 

across  a blue,  blue  sky. 

Why  does  it  need  to  be  quantified? 
Every  single  piece  of  inhuman  cruelty 
is  cruelty  in  its  own  right- 
a wrong  is  a wrong  whatever  its  label 


the  piles,  not  the  printed  numbers, 
impress  themselves  on  my  raw  mind 
the  stories  too,  direct  from  survivors'  lips 
endless  pleading  eyes,  a pile  of  human  ash 

lying  unanswered  yet 


the  red  shoe,  and  drawings  much  like 
those  I did  so  long  ago, 
gathering  dust  in  the  attic. 


Shoah  I 


dust  in  my  shoes,  and  dust  in  my  eyes, 
dust  on  my  tongue,  and  dust  in  my  heart 

a child’s  drawing  | innocence  broken) 
that  red  shoe,  the  mounds  of  [victim’s]  hair 
and  for  what? 
broken 

dreams 

belong  to  everyone. 
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Le  Bistro 


It  is  a bitterly  frigid  afternoon  on  the  frost-bitten  streets  of  the  abnormally  desolate 
city.  In  escape  from  the  harsh  pre-winter  wind,  a raven-haired  woman  has  settled  down 
inside  the  neighborhood's  newest  asset,  and  orders  herself  some  wine.  Although  it  seems  to 
be  the  bistro  of  the  creme  de  la  creme,  she  herself  is  reserved  and  relaxed.  It  is  as  though  ev- 
ery inhabitant  of  the  once  bustling  city  has  flocked  indoors,  particularly  to  this  newfangled 
eatery. 


Appreciative  that 
gelid,  biting  wind,  the 
up  the  expensive 
over  the  list  of 
fered.  She,  unlike 
of  ambivalence 
cannot  seem  to 
would  be  the 
her  to  order, 
desperate,  last 
tempt  to  keep 
her  upcoming 
est  Broadway 

While 

over  her  upcom- 
she  has  caught  the 
woman  of  thirty- 
snoot,  a definite  "Park 
awed  by  the  authentic- 
captivated  by  her  exqui 
unusual  act  for  her  demeanor, 
to  further  gape  at  the  young  starlet. 


she  is  no  longer  out  in  the 
woman  casually  picks 
menu  and  glances 
delicacies  being  of- 
her  usual  sense 
to  the  matter, 
figure  out  what 
best  thing  for 
This  is  in  a 
minute  at- 
her  figure  for 
role  in  the  lat- 
musical. 

she  is  wrestling 
ing  decision, 
eye  of  an  uppish 
something.  The 
Avenue  mother",  is 
ity  of  her  presence,  and 
site  natural  beauty.  In  an 
she  slouches  over  the  table 
However,  her  cavalier  husband,  more 


precisely  a twenty-two  million  dollar  catch,  is  ignorant  of  his  entranced  wife.  Instead,  he  de- 
lightedly peers  across  the  table  at  an  impressionable  painting  he  might  consider  purchasing. 


Just  beyond  this  painting  lies  a weathered  couple  who  are  in  midst  of  a heated  dis- 
cussion. Once  again,  it  is  sparked  by  their  difference  in  political  opinion;  he,  an  uptight 
selfish  republican,  she,  a tree-hugging  liberal.  The  two  don't  notice  or  recognize  the  nearby 
celebrity,  whose  knit  blouse  is  as  red  as  the  angered  woman's  flushed  cheeks.  The  mood  at 
each  table  is  as  contrasting  as  the  outside  chill  is  to  the  thermal  bistro.  The  cold  means  noth- 
ing here. 
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"There  is  only  one  way  to  eat  a pear,  Elena.  Here,  I'll  show  you.  It  was  to  be  just  right, 
and  that  means  buy  'em  when  they're  green.  Pears  are  a fruit  that  have  to  be  ripe  off  a tree,  ya 
know?" 


1 didn't  know  but  was  about  to  find  out.  My  father  took  the  little  red  knife  from  my 
hands,  and  delicately  sliced  it  into  six  pieces.  He  had  done  this  for  me  at  least  a hundred  times, 
and  for  the  first  time  1 watched  and  listened  to  everything  he  said.  As  I watched  I realized  that 
I would  never  be  able  to  replicate  what  he  had  just  done.  It  was  more  than  just  cutting  this  treat 
into  bite  size  pieces,  it  was  an  art.  And  more  importantly,  it  was  perfect. 

After  he  was  done,  he  cut  off  a slither  from  the  core  and  ate  it.  I reached  for  a piece  and  bit 
off  a tiny  bite.  It  was  the  softest  sweetest  smallest  piece  of  heaven. 

I looked  outside  my  kitchen  window,  and  realized  that  it  was  far  too  nice  to  be  inside. 

Out  on  my  back  porch  I could  see  the  top  of  our  fair  city.  The  trees  were  coming  into  bloom  and 
I had  never  seen  the  sky  so  blue.  In  the  kitchen  my  dad  had  gotten  up  to  make  dinner.  And  from 
my  little  brother's  window  Bob  Dylan  was  echoing  within  the  walls  of  our  house.  "The  times 
they  are  a changing,"  were  the  only  words  I could  hear  but  I didn't  want  to.  It  was  at  that  mo- 
ment that  I realized  that  I would  never  have  this  again.  In  a few  months  I would  say  so  long  to 
Boston  but  not  goodbye.  Joe's  Bob  Dylan  would  not  be  the  soundtrack  to  my  afternoon.  Pear 
Thursdays  would  cease,  and  my  dad  would  somehow  have  to  finish  the  crossword  without  me. 
Life  was  going  to  change  and  I was  far  too  ready  but  completely  unprepared  at  the  same  time. 
And  right  then  when  my  mood  began  to  change  from  a peaceful  happiness  to  a remote  sadness,  I 
decided  to  let  the  sadness  go.  Because  even  though  I wouldn't  spend  weekday  afternoons  mas- 
tering the  slicing  of  a pear  or  being  greeted  by  Bob  Dylan-  or  even  being  able  to  run  through  my 
neighborhood  on  a warm  afternoon-  I would  have  these  memories  of  my  home,  my  Boston.  And 
above  all  things,  I now  know  how  to  eat  a pear. 


~ EienA  AAiliws,  1 
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WaTtUuj  for  SaraA  IV 

(bleeding  poetry) 

One  time,  1 was  performing 
and  my  nose  started  bleeding  half 
way  through  a poem. 

The  blood  fountained  from  me  like  god  had 
turned 

on  some  heavenly  valve  to  release 
the  waters  of  life. 

Someone  in  the  audience  gasped,  but  I grinned, 
wiped  my  nose,  smearing  a line  of  red 
as  thick  as  memory. 


I looked  at  my  hands  and  then  at  the  audience, 
and  said, 

see,  told  you  I bled  poetry. 
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Eleven  million  leaves  are  blown  across 
from  a foreign  tree  to  join  those 


already  there. 


Complaints  resonate  from  the  countless 
men  and  women  who  sit  and  converse 
about  the  procurement  of  a picker  of 
strawberries  and  his  cleaning  wife. 
They  with  the  desire  to  pay  as  little 
as  possible  support  the  expulsion  of 
those  who  their  lives 
depend  upon  so  heavily. 

The  law  and  my  ancestry  are 
in  a dubious  disagreement. 

Who  else  will  take  on  the 
backbreaking  and  feet  aching? 

I am  left  to  answer  whether  or  not 
I dissent  the  crossing. 
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She  walked  down  the  steps  of  the  store,  and  b,egan  at  once  to  walk  towards  h,er  destination.  It 
as  the  middle  of  winter,  but  she  had  to  keep  going.  Tty?  icy  wind  snipped  at  her  face  sharply,  but  she 
trudged  on,  following  the  illusion  of  red  petals  flying^aefore  her. 

A young  girl  slipped  and  fell  from  the  icy  stairs.  She  braced  herself  for  the  pain  as  she  expected  to  meet 
the  ground.  But  nothing  happened,  something  held  her  back.  She  looked  back  to  see  a young  man  holding  onto 
her  arm  keeping  her  from  falling.  At  first,  the  girl  twisted  out  of  his  grasp  - or  rather,  he  let  go  and  she  pulled 
away  - and  stood  staring  deep  into  his  eyes  timidly.  The  young  man  smiled  andnold  her  to  be  more  careful  on 
the  stairs.  He  then  brushed  past  her  and  walked  off.  The  air  suddennf  felt  warm  around  her,  and  the  girl  real- 
ized to  her  surprise  that  she  was  blushing.  Before  she  knew  what  had  happened,  the  sky  opened  and  showered 
the  earth  with  sleet.  _ 

She  walked  swiftly  through  the  streets,  glaring  at  the  people,  as  though  daring  one  to  stop 
her.  There  was  still  a long  way  to  go,  but  she  knewfshe  would  get  there.  The  sky  was  gray,  its  clouds 
heavy  with  rain  and  at  last,  the  clouds  let  go  of^ts  burden  and  the  small  trickles  of  raindrops  poured 
down  to  earth,  but  she  did  not  care  for  the  weather.  She  simply  followed  the  vivid  red  spots  which 


danced  trough  the  gloom  olnTie  da® 


W 


The  girl  stumbles  to  her  work  place.  She  wa&late  and  her  boss  would  be  angry  since  she  had  forgot- 
ten to  prepare  the  flowers.  She  knew  that  she  was  not  wealthy  and  times  were  tough,  flower  arranging  didn't 
earn  much  of  course,  but  it  would  have  to  be  enough . It  was  a dark  day,  right  on  the  day  when  autumn  turns 
to  winter.  She  looked  over  at  the  store  and  to  her  relief;  her  boss  had  not  yet  arrived.  She  would  still  have  time 
to  set  up  the  flowers.  The  wind  nipped  at  her,  as  she  hurried  to  the  rosebushes.  It  was  quite  odd  for  there  to  be 
roses  in  the  autumn.  They  were  fine  flowers  with  blood-red  petals,  which  grew  almost  all  year  round.  But  now, 
it  was  snowing  and  the  pure  flakes  of  ice  fluttered  lovingly  through  the  air,  some  landing  on  the  petals  of  the 
roses.  uf 

She  ran  on  as  the  wind  growl  ed^nd  pushed  against  her  and  the  redness  of  the  petals  nearly 
blinded  her.  She  was  nearly  there.  The  raindrops  falling  from  the  sky  froze  and  snowflakes  soon 
danced  through  the  air.  She  shook  tlYe  light  ice  from  her  hair  impatiently,  as  she  walked  on. 

The  girl  stood  among  thp  rosebushes  and  without  scissors  picked  the  roses  from  the  bush.  She  bit  her 
lip  to  keep  from  crying  out  each  time  a thorn  sank  into  her  tender  fingers.  After  working  for  a long  time,  she  at 
last  had  at  least  five  pounds  of  roses.  She  ccfyfuUy  walked  out  from  the  rosebushes  and  tried  to  push  open  the 
door  to  the  shop.  It  wouldn't  open.  She  tried  pntyiinglt  some  more  until  she  realized  that  it  was  locked. 

She  looked  in  her  purse  and  pocket  for  keys,  but  could  not  find  them.  She  kicked  the  door 
angrily.  She  bit  her  lip  harder  to  keep  from  sobbing,  as  the  rose  thorns  dug  deeper  into  her  arm.  Her 
hands  ached  from  picking  the  roses.  The  snow  continued  to  fall.  The  people  on  the  streets  of 
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London  continued  to  walk,  undaunted  by  the  poor  image  of  a young  girl  carrying  roses  in  front  of 
a flower  shop. 

She  bit  her  lip  numbly  as  she  walked  stiffly  through  the  cold  street  as  the  snow  poured 
down  effortlessly  as  it  swirled  in  her  face  like  white  pepper.  She  felt  the  need  to  sneeze  but  could 
not  do  so.  All  she  could  do  was  blink  her  eyes  to  keep  the  snowflakes  from  freezing  on  her  eye- 
lashes. 

The  young  girl  wiped  her  face  with  numb  hands.  It  was  snowing  relentlessly.  She  felt  stiff  and 
shifted  slightly.  She  knew  that  it  urns  hopeless.  This  time  of  year  was  gloomy  in  London;  no  one  would  care 
to  help  a young  girl  struggling  with  life. 

Even  the  roses  with  their  red  petals  could  not  penetrate  that  gloom  surrounding  them.  She  tried  once 
more  helplessly  to  open  the  door , but  she  knew  that  even  if  she  was  in  the  room , the  coldness  of  the  outside 
would  still  not  leave  her.  Her  boss  had  still  not  arrived , and  all  she  could  do  was  stand  by  the  door  with  her 
arms  aching  from  the  thorns  of  the  roses. 

The  roses  themselves  could  fare  no  better,  each  rose  was  frozen,  from  the  highest  petal  to  the  prickly 
stem.  Iced  roses  did  not  last  long,  they  would  die  and  their  petals  would  turn  black  very  quickly  or  the  iced 
petals  would  burst  from  its  stem  and  scatter.  But  what  could  she  do  about  it?  She  was  outside  and  could  not 
get  inside. 

She  walked  swiftly  to  her  destination  - an  old  office  building.  Her  boss  had  arrived  very 
late  that  day,  and  she  was  allowed  to  wander  off.  After  all,  she  had  to  do  this.  Her  hand  reached 
into  her  pocket  hesitantly  and  she  stared  at  the  building.  It  was  old  and  worn,  but  she  knew  that 
she  had  to  go  in. 

The  girl  was  feeling  weak  now.  She  had  stood  outside  for  over  an  hour  now,  continuously  ignored  by 
the  passerby  with  her  arms  full  of  iced  roses.  She  had  to  get  in,  somehow,  she  didn't  want  to  stay  and  remain 
forever  lost  in  the  cold  gloomy  world,  like  the  roses  - lovely  souls  encased  in  ice.  Suddenly,  a young  man 
walked  towards  her.  He  took  from  his  pocket  a key  and  unlocked  the  door  quickly.  The  girl  thought  it  was  her 
boss  at  first  and  she  started  muttering  apologies  as  she  stepped  into  the  store.  Then  she  looked  up  into  the 
young  man's  nervous  smiling  face. 

He  said,  "No,  it  is  my  fault.  I should  be  apologizing.  It  seems  that  you  dropped  your  key  while  you 
were  heading  over  there.  I saw  it  and  picked  it  up;  it  took  me  a while  to  find  out  who  the  owner  was."  The 
girl  nodded  listlessly.  The  man  then  noticed  the  roses  - the  drops  of  red  glazed  with  ice.  He  took  the  bundle 
and  dropped  some  money  on  the  counter  and  walked  out.  The  girl  was  tired,  but  very  relieved.  Then  there  it 
was,  lying  peacefully  on  the  ground  as  though  waiting  for  her. 

She  spotted  him  immediately;  she  had  seen  him  a couple  of  times  now  on  that  day.  She 
reached  out  a hand  and  tapped  his  shoulder.  He  turned,  and  was  surprised  to  see  her.  She  held  out 
what  she  had  found  on  the  ground  of  her  store  - a small  key  which  was  not  her  own.  He  took  it 
without  a word,  but  his  eyes  said  it  all,  as  did  the  swarms  of  red  petals  still  frozen,  but  still  glow- 
ing, fluttered  through  the  frozen  air,  spirling  through  the  icy  sky  and  disappearing. 

So  on  that  day,  two  people  met  by  accident.  On  that  single  snowing  day,  two  lives  were 
crossed.  Like  the  trails  of  frozen  rose  petals  which  led  them  to  each  other,  and  even  when  such  il- 
lusions fade,  the  relationship  is  what  lasts  forever. 


~ Youuwei  S 'cut,  L 
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W HAT  IT  MEANS  TO  BE 

A MINORITY: 


\ True  Stun  of  Count#*  b\  Skip  L <*\  i 1 1<* 


I'm  here  to  tell  you  about  what  it  means  to  be  a true  minority.  To  be  such  a miniscule 
part  of  the  great  world,  that  they  don't  even  have  a bubble  for  you  on  standardized  tests. 
In  fact,  I am  so  rare,  that  1 have  never  met  anyone  else  of  my  race.  I'm  like  a black  Asian 
hermaphrodite  who  was  brought  up  in  Australia,  except  not  NEARLY  as  lame. 

I am  an  Irish  Jew. 

Growing  up  of  the  harsh,  oppressive  streets  of  West  Roxbury,  I've  had  to  face  the  fact 
that  I will  always  be  an  outsider,  no  matter  how  hard  I try.  When  I was  young,  I'd  try  to  fit  in 
with  the  other  kids  around  the  neighborhood.  One  time  a group  of  neighborhood  kids  tried 
to  gang  up  on  me  while  1 was  walking  home  from  school.  In  my  defense,  I took  out  the  only 
Torah  in  the  world  that's  written  in  Gaelic,  and  dispelled  their  forces  with  the  holy  manuscript 
in  a language  less  spoken  than  Mongolian. 

Religion  was  always  a problem  in  my  household,  from  the  day  I was  born.  My  mom 
is  an  Irish  Catholic,  and  my  dad  is  an  Eastern  European  Jew.  I'd  have  baked  potatoes  with  no 
bacon,  roast  beef  subs  with  no  mayo,  and  peanuts  with  no  butter.  It  just  killed  me  inside.  I 
often  pondered  who  was  more  powerful;  Jesus  or  Moses.  "Well,  Jesus  is  the  son  of  God  and 
can  come  back  from  the  dead  and  turn  water  to  wine  and  all  that  cool  stuff.  But  then  again 
Moses  could  get  him  lost  for  like  forty  years  and  by  that  time,  Jesus  would  be  praying  for  a 
swift  death,"  I'd  often  say  aloud  at  the  dinner  table.  "GO  TO  YOUR  ROOM  AND  THINK 
ABOUT  WHAT  YOU  JUST  SAID!"  my  parents  would  both  shout  at  me.  Such  questions  kept 
me  out  of  schools  like  Saint  Theresa's  and  Catholic  Memorial. 

People  usually  go  to  church,  temple,  or  synagogue  to  feel  the  presence  of  their  lord, 
and  to  express  their  faith.  Rarely  do  people  go  to  these  places  and  get  chased  out  by  gun- 
toting  altar  boys,  or  nearly  bludgeoned  to  death  by  club-bearing  rabbis.  Such  rare  instances 
were  common  in  my  youth.  Anyone  who's  Catholic  knows  that  on  Ash  Wednesday,  you  get 
your  ashes  smeared  on  your  head.  Ash  Wednesday  for  me  usually  meant  that  if  I was  lucky. 
Father  McLeary  would  put  out  half  a pack  of  Newports  on  my  forehead  because  he  felt  sorry 
for  me.  Well  one  day,  after  receiving  my  holy  menthol  ashes,  I was  taken  by  my  father  to  a 
synagogue,  so  he  could  show  me  the  light  of  Judaism.  The  only  lights  1 can  remember  seeing 
were  the  ones  on  the  ambulance  after  Rabbi  Carlton  Fiskstein  came  after  me  with  a baseball 
bat.  Sixteen  stitches,  a lollipop  and  some  shamrock  shaped  rnatzo  [maht  zah]  were  the  only 
things  that  kept  me  alive. 

So  this  article  goes  out  to  anyone  of  my  fellow  half-Irish,  half-Jewish  brothers  who 
are  sick  of  the  oppression  and  hatred  toward  our  kind.  Pick  up  a pork-free  Guiness  and  have 
some  kosher  Shepard's  Pie.  This  is  for  you. 


~ CkayLers  Levuie,  11 
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It's  been  a radiant  summer  day 
The  Flowers  glittered  in  the  sun 
The  trees  no  longer  cast  their  shade 
Statues  were  frozen  all  as  one. 

His  frock-coat  did  not  let  him  run 
And  chase  the  lemon  butterflies. 

She  scared  the  squirrels  with  her  fan, 

Laughing  as  their  flames  of  tails  flew  by. 

They  had  their  lunch  at  a cafe  - 
An  onion  soup  with  a croissant. 

They'd  watch  the  boat  on  the  reflecting  pool 
And  wondered  why  there's  only  one... 

One  day  to  whiff  the  beauty  of  this  place. 

To  hear  the  children's  jovial  shouts. 

To  walk  the  dark,  cool  lanes  by  day 
And  stroll  about  the  plaza  in  twilight. 

He  clenched  a cigarette  between  his  teeth, 

Took  off  his  hat,  and  held  her  by  the  arm. 
"Tomorrow  I must  leave,"  he  said. 

"Although  I know  that  all  this  work  is  harm." 

She  glanced  into  his  candid  eyes 

Then  looked  about,  as  if  she  had  been  lost. 

"I  do  not  understand  why  politics 
Hold  in  your  life  the  most  important  post." 

I feel  you  do  not  care  for  you,  sunshine. 

You  take  two  weeks  a year,  at  most, 

To  take  in  the  small  pleasures  of  this  world 
And  then  you  fly  back  to  your  post." 

"My  darling,  pigeon,  I implore  you,  comprehend 
That  neither  you,  nor  I,  am  now  a child. 

This  loveliness  shall  not  go  away. 

And  the  intricacies  of  my  work  beguile. 

Besides,  one  is  accustomed  to  the  good  so  fast 
That  it  would  not  be  prudent,  I do  say. 

To  revel  in  this  exquisite-most  delight 
Even  for  one  other  glorious  day." 


Olena.  ScwytvkA,  11 
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No,  do  not  ask  what  lies  beyond  the  sky; 

Do  not  ask,  do  not  ask;  you  would  not  be  heard, 

And  hearing  this  my  spirit  would  be  stirred. 

Be  stirred  again  by  some  eternal  why. 

It's  known  no  why  can  ever  come  to  good. 

I have  tried  to  see  the  chambers  of  the  sea; 

1 have  tried  to  make  the  mermaids  sing  to  me; 

1 have  tried,  but  I have  not  understood. 

But  once,  once  I knew  what  these  questions  be. 

When  I laughed  and  ran  before,  no  more; 

When  I laughed  and  died  before,  no  more. 

What  once  was  clear  is  dark  to  me;  all  is  dark  to  me. 

Once,  perhaps;  this  why,  this  how,  I cannot  answer  now. 
1 fear  too  much  to  answer  now. 
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I saw  the  best  minds  of  my  generation  stumble  toward  the  spawning  ground  like  a goldfish  in  a 
graveyard 

who  are  fed  a sexy  botoxed  Politically  Correct  soup  as  they  float  in  their  own  rotten  juices 
who  stuff  themselves  full  of  gooey  warm  high  fructose  unempowered  angst 
who  grabbed  for  razors  the  Thirteen  bloody  pills  on  the  frozen  frosted  tiles 
who  fling  themselves  off  into  carbon  depths  after  the  red  ink  confessional  in  the  third  floor  bat 
room  was  bleached  one  too  many  times 
who  stalled  in  the  face  of  cliche  because  they  couldn't  match  it 

who  slink  along  in  the  hallways  reaching  out  for  the  known  and  scramble  away  from  the  other 

carnivores 

who  drink  the  concentrated  blood  of  Jesus  and  walk  into  the  Vatican  and  down  a cliff  to  the  shore 
the  Sunday  before  their  Confirmation 

who  remain  in  their  circles  of  fire  hazy  blue  smoke  stumbling  into  rants  with  meaningless 
strangers  except  that  they  listen  best 

who  collapse  under  the  table  and  are  drowned  out  by  shuffling  feet  wishing  for  a cold  wrap  pack 
who  are  gently  padded  as  their  soul  goes  into  hiding  because  it  was  prodded  one  too  many  times 
who  eat  the  emo  eel  and  Ring  Dings  hoping  to  get  an  insulin  coma 

who  chant  Mai  Ai  Hee  Dragostea  Din  Tei  as  the  pulsing  rainbow  neon  fairies  jerk  against 
sweaty  palms  in  the  vibrating  air 
with  the  resurrected  last  hope  of  the  lonesome 
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Gracias  a la  Vida 

,4  Collective  Poem  by  Spanish  5 Honors, 

Thanks  to  Life  that  has  given  us  so  much. 

It  gave  us  touch  that  reminds  us 
Of  the  cotton  blankets  that  we  use  at  night. 
Of  the  smooth  and  wet  sand  of  the  beach  and 
Of  the  tears  falling  down  our  cheeks. 


Thanks  to  Life  that  has  given  us  so  much. 

It  gave  us  the  power  to  taste  all  the  pleasures  of  the  world, 
As  well  as  the  love  and  emotion  of  our  loved  ones. 

From  the  first  time  we  taste  the  food 
Until  the  end  when  only  happiness  remains. 

Thanks  to  Life  that  has  given  us  so  much. 

It  gave  us  the  means  to  listen  with  all  our  might 
To  listen  to  the  birds  above  and  the  tooting  of  the  bus 
And  the  music  people  listen  to  for  hours  in  the  night 
And  that  tiny  voice  inside  which  always  does  speak 
Of  the  very  dreams  which  we  continually  seek. 

Thanks  to  Life  that  has  given  us  so  much. 

It  gave  us  a pair  of  eyes 
To  see  the  beauty  of  the  world, 

And  the  faces  of  our  family  and  friends. 

And  the  various  colors  of  things:  blue  sky,  red  blood, 
Green  plants,  these  shades  we  see 
Everyday,  not  just  in  our  dreams. 

Thanks  to  Life  that  has  given  us  so  much. 

It  gave  us  the  ability  to  smell, 

How  to  remember  the  scent  of  childhood: 

Baby  powder,  bubble  gum,  and  cookies. 

They  all  comes  back  to  us  through  nostalgia. 

Thanks  to  Life  that  has  given  us  so  much. 

Thanks  to  Life  that  has  taught  us  so  much. 

Thanks  to  Life  that  has  challenged  us  so  much. 

1 hanks  to  Life  that  has  helped  us  so  much. 

Thanks  to  Life  that  has  given  us  so  much. 


Thus yoem  A insyimed  by  the  sony  Qeacux  a.  la.  Vida,  by  Vioiela  Parra.  In.  small yrouys,  the 
wrmbers  of  Spanish  V Honors  wrote  stanza*  bn  Spanish  and  then  peer  edited.  Later,  they  went 
bark,  and  translated  three  own  work  into  the  EnyUsh. 
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Gracias  a la  Vida 

Una  Poema  Colectiva  de  Espanol  V Honores 


Gracias  a la  Vida  que  nos  ha  dado  tanto 
Nos  dio  el  tacto  que  nos  deja  recordar, 
De  las  mantas  de  algodon  que  usamos  por  la  noche, 
De  la  arema  suave  y mojada  de  la  playa  y 
De  las  lagrimas  saliendo  de  bajo  de  nuestras  mejillas 

Gracias  a la  Vida  que  nos  ha  dado  tanto 
Nos  dio  el  poder  de  saborear  todos  los  placeres  del  mundo 
Tal  comb  el  amor  y la  emocion  de  nuestros  buenos  amados. 

Desde  el  inicio  cuando  saboreamos  la  comida 
Hasta  al  fin  solo  queda  la  felicidad. 

Gracias  a la  Vida  que  nos  ha  dado  tanto 
Nos  dio  los  instrumentos  para  bien  oir  el  canto 
De  los  pajaros  arriba  y del  pitando  del  los  coches 
Y la  musica  que  la  gente  escucha  por  las  noches 
Y la  voz  interior  que  siempre  esta  hablando 
Sobre  los  suenos  que  estamos  realizando. 

Gracias  a la  Vida  que  nos  ha  dado  tanto 
Nos  dio  una  pareja  do  ojos  para 
Ver  las  bellezas  del  mundo 
Y las  caras  de  nuestras  familiares  y nuestros  amigos 
Y los  colores  varios  - como  el  cielo  azul,  la  sangre 
Roja,  las  plantas  verdes  - estos  vemos  cada  dia, 

No  solo  en  nuestros  suenos. 

Gracias  a la  Vida  que  nos  ha  dado  tanto 
Nos  dio  la  habilidad  de  oler, 
Como  recordar  el  perfume  del  ninez: 
Polvo  para  bebe,  el  chicle,  y las  galletas 
Todos  nos  regresa  por  nostalgia. 

Gracias  a la  Vida  que  nos  ha  dado  tanto. 
Gracias  a la  Vida  que  nos  ha  ensenado  tanto. 
Gracias  a la  Vida  que  nos  ha  enganado  tanto. 
Gracias  a la  Vida  que  nos  ha  ayudado  tanto. 
Gracias  a la  Vida  que  nos  ha  dado  tanto. 


Ms.  Houck's  SpanksA  U Honors,  I:  Ashley  Bewnet,  Azre  Barojovac,  Ktvslte  BocLLen,  Adam 
Pleasckey,  Tam  Harrinytan,  Andrew  H inked,  MeUcse  Kelly,  ifeame  Izacku,  NK  Izwcki,  Landsey 
Ony,  Ckantel  Patrick,  Mar  ice  Prate,  Chancre  Ruff,  Jasmin  Tarrejon,  Mac  Vu,  Joanne  Vunmc. 
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Lotii&icwuv 

Lady 


free  flowing  like  the  notes  that  float  on  long, 
long  into  the  night  and  then  day,  I move, 
first  strong,  my  lungs  are  filled  with  air 


all  feelings,  thoughts,  emotions. 


no  wrong 


breathe.  I groove. 


"Louisiana  Lady  you're  so  sweet." 
"Lovely  little  lady  you're  so  fine." 

I know  that  what  I've  got  no  one  can  beat, 
please  go  away 


I'll  keep  you,  make  you  mine. 
I feel  the  music  taking  me  way  up 
to  where  the  things  they  say  no  longer  hurt, 
they  try  to  get  to  me  and  fill  my  cup 
with  poison:  hate.  My  tears  won't  hit  the  dirt. 
"Louisiana  Lady,"  I can  hear. 

I left  Louisiana 


soul  felt  bare. 


~ AiUcjra.  £ Letcher,  111 


The  Register 


In  the  middle  of  the  brook  that  served  through  the  Fens  are  the  remnants  of  an  old, 
run-down  bridge.  Whether  it  can  even  be  called  a bridge  anymore  is  a matter  of  opinion. 
All  that  remains  of  it  now  are  two  wooden  stanchions,  rusted  bolts  the  only  things 
holding  the  battered  planks  together.  The  stanchions  themselves  are  covered  in  remnants 
of  the  past,  which  leave  behind  only  questions  for  future  generations.  Shoes  have  been 
nailed  all  over  the  gnarled  wood,  left  almost  as  tribute,  to  make  the  bridge  feel  forever 
loved,  that  shoes  will  forever  grace  its  path,  even  when  the  feet,  and  the  path,  are  gone. 

But  soon,  everything  in  this  area  begins  to  carry  the  same  message,  a darker  one 
- one  of  sorrow  and  death.  Tree  branches  lay  broken  and  scattered  in  the  murky  water,  a 
thin  film  of  dusty  dirt  making  them  look  like  corpses,  bodies  frozen  in  moments  of  agony, 
their  grey,  rotted  flesh  a ghastly  image  of  their  former  lives. 

Look  more  closely  and  you  will  find  more  darkness:  pure,  vile,  anger.  Step  close  to 
the  large  fallen  tree  branch  and  look  at  what  is  beneath  your  feet:  cold,  harsh  cement  and 
sharp,  nasty  metal  spikes  drivimg  up  out  of  it,  like  giant  needles  from  hell  piercing  your 
feet  as  you  walk  through  the  desolate  silence  of  the  place.  And  above  all  else,  reigning 
king  of  the  Underworld  here  is  an  abandoned  stuffed  animal,  its  furry  blue  happiness 
wedged  in  between  two  planks.  At  first  glance  it  just  looks  sad,  tired,  and  lost,  but  a 
closer  look  reveals  the  evil  that  has  ravaged  its  feeble  body.  Hair  of  nails  juts  out  at  all 
angles  from  the  monster's  skull,  and  the  aura  of  brutal  hatred  emanating  from  the  beast 
sends  shivers  down  my  spine,  for  I fear  that  if  I get  too  close  I will  suffer  the  same  ugly, 
horrible  fate,  a discarded  and  defiled  corpse  left  disfigured  for  all  eternity,  a symbol  of  the 
inexpressible  brutality  of  an  unknown  force.  1 turn  to  leave  this  place,  this  place,  which  at 
first  gave  me  a nostalgic  grin,  but  as  I walk  away,  fills  me  with  cold  and  lonely  horror. 
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‘The  Beol  of  B utter flij 


The-the  dot. 

Bee-dot.  Shabamph 

and  the  punctuation  began  to  dance 

in  each  there  is  a little  pitter-patter 

you  can  feel  it  in  the  air 

and  it  nudges  'gainst  the  finger 

here-here 

and  the  machines  prefer  a hum  and  sizzle 

but  even  there, 

faster  than  I can  sense  it  goes 

back-forth 

when  it  stops--! 

I crushed  it,  I didn't  mean  to,  I 

have  the  glitter-dust  glued  with  my  sweat- 

the  wings  twitch  reproachfully 

on  an  MRI,  does  the  glitter  show? 

little  thought-twinkling  from  touching 

a thousand  cases  of  may-have-been' s 

or  be's  or  could's 

feebily  realitv  twitches  its  logic 

and  flutters  off, 

leaving  naught  but  glitter 

where  there  should  have  been  heart- 

— beats 


-Jajte  NtwToid,  11 
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Ebony-colored  sleek  bodies  take  to  the  sky,  their  wings  beating  against  the  air 
pockets  that  immediately  meet  their  hollow  bones  and  skin  tissue.  They  are  silent,  unlike 
their  brothers.  They  value  the  absence  of  sound,  the  whole  and  complete  noiselessness 
that  never  fails  to  meet  them  in  their  flight  of  quiet.  Higher  and  higher,  trees  and 
pathways  become  blurs  of  color  and  tiny  specks  of  faint  acknowledgment.  Faster  and 
faster,  those  fragments  of  shade  pass  in  a swift  blur  beneath  them  all.  They  fly  as  one 
almost,  their  bodies  a deep  and  dark  mass  against  the  pale  azure  of  the  sky.  The  horizon 
looms  ahead,  the  flaming  distortions  of  its  shape  bringing  fear  along  with  its  darkness. 
Their  wings  beat  together  and  gentle  thuds  are  heard  from  the  power  of  their  flight. 

They  hurry  to  move  on,  to  reach  shelter,  somewhere.  But,  would  night  not  welcome  the 
devil's  own  bird?  Odin's  tricksters  and  forever  chosen  companions? 

The  soul  of  a raven  is  undaunted  by  the  troubles  of  mortality.  They  live  in  a world 
utterly  unlike  our  own.  They  see  and  feel  and  hear  the  sweet  silken  silence  that  coats  the 
treetops  upon  the  coming  of  dawn,  the  sweet  taste  of  air  that  is  yet  still  pure  and  not  yet 
contaminated  by  human  life.  Their  only  occupation:  to  fly.  Fly  and  soar  to  hear  the  music 
of  the  world,  the  words  that  leave  the  mouths  of  both  flesh  and  thought.  Messengers 
of  the  thunder  god  and  next  generation  to  the  bringing  playmaker.  They  report  their 
findings  to  no  one  now,  their  heard  gossip  and  petty  troubles.  The  gods  of  old  have  been 
forgotten  and  wasted  away  into  myth.  Who  are  we  to  deny  their  existence?  Retreated 
they  have,  to  a world  not  so  "bettered"  by  human  hands.  Somewhere,  such  carrion 
predators  may  yet  return  to  their  master  in  Asgard.  Though,  for  now,  our  ravens  do  all 
they  can  to  disrupt  and  ensure  the  life  of  inevitable  chaos.  They  are  clever  enough,  to  be 
sure,  in  order  to  play  out  such  tricks.  And,  in  terms  of  feasting  on  our  dead.  . . Is  that  not 
the  largest  hoax  of  all?  Picking  from  their  beaks  the  pieces  of  flesh  that  once  belonged  to 
the  intelligent  and  powerful  race  of  those  who  found  fire  and  learned  to  manipulate  the 
tongue. 

The  flock  settles  in  the  wood,  each  individual  pair  of  legs  clasping  onto  a lone 
branch  with  their  talons.  Heads  are  bowed  to  ruffled  chests  of  death's  own  plumage. 
Quiet,  guttural  "kaws"  escape  their  beaks  before  they  silence.  It  is  deafening,  this  sound 
of  unnatural  stillness.  Below  the  now  sleeping  tricksters,  nestled  amongst  the  leaves  and 
the  bracken,  creatures  begin  to  stir.  Bright  and  gleaming  oculi  shimmer  as  gentle  thuds 
of  a million  pairs  of  padded  feet  litter  the  ground,  defeating  and  swallowing  as  much 
distance  as  possible  before  the  new  dawn  breaks  and  calls  them  back  to  their  sleep.  To 
ravens'  eyes,  the  world  is  dead  because  of  its  darkness.  But  then  again,  not  all  of  them 
cease  their  journeying  when  the  sun  goes  down,  and  shadow  does  not  necessarily  mean 
the  day's  conclusion  of  trickery  and  prank.  After  all,  are  the  raven's  not  Odin's  jugglers 
of  fate  and  destiny,  of  Thought  and  Memory?  Some  venture  into  the  night,  their  coats 
black  upon  black,  the  sky  upon  black  still,  and  upon  the  wings  of  the  devil.  And  he 
cannot  be  denied. 
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Ukrainian  Gold 

A majestic,  radiant  sea  seems  to  have  parted  to  yield  to  the  two-lane 
speedway.  Its  slow  and  even  waves  seem  to  have  absorbed  all  the  bril- 
liance of  the  summer  sun.  In  fact,  they  are  neither  a deep  indigo  nor  a 
sheer  aquamarine,  but  an  even,  silky  gold.  I step  out  of  the  white  Volga, 
cross  the  scorching  asphalt,  and  wade  waist-deep  into  the  golden  expanse 
and  feel  the  beating  heart  of  the  land  reverberate  all  around  me. 

When  I remember  Ukraine,  I think  of  the  flowing,  endless  fields  of 
wheat  that  contrast  so  beautifully  with  the  vivid  turquoise  sun,  mak- 
ing the  land  seem  like  a piece  of  King  Tutankhamen's  burial  mask.  And 
Ukraine  is,  indeed,  a treasure,  complete  with  the  gorgeous  Crimean  Pen- 
insula, rich  cuisine,  and  a vibrant  culture.  The  small  yet  strong  wheat 
stalk,  with  many  grains  arranged  into  one  intricate  pattern,  is  a perfect 
symbol  of  good  luck  for  the  Ukrainian  people. 

On  Christmas  Eve,  Ukrainian  families  traditionally  decorate  the 
abundant  dinner  table  with  several  golden  wheat  stalks  to  invite  well- 
being and  prosperity.  The  grain  is  a necessary  guest  at  the  table,  as  it  is 
inextricably  interwined  with  the  essence  of  the  Ukrainian  people  - their 
generosity,  their  enjoyment  of  good  food,  their  love  for  the  open,  inviting, 
fragrant  Ukrainian  landscape.  The  delicate  stalks  appear  to  be  mighty  pil- 
lars, lifting  up  the  spirits  of  the  Ukrainians,  for  as  long  as  there  is  bread, 
there  is  life,  and  as  long  as  there  is  life,  there  is  happiness. 
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I'm  away  at  a strange  place 
Far  away  but  not  alone 
For  the  nighttime  is  like  my  link 
The  link  to  my  own  home 

I stare  out  at  the  windows 
Waiting  for  the  evening  to  start 
For  all  of  the  magical  wonders 
Of  the  night  to  warm  my  heart 


The  sky  then  turns  to  a silky  black 
As  the  sun  sets  out  of  sight 
look  up  straight  into  the  sky 
And  marvel  at  the  gorgeous  night 

The  night  is  like  a velvet  blanket 
Filled  with  many  holes  I see 
Inside  each  hole  there  lies  a diamond 
Shining  bright  as  it  looks  down  on  me 

The  Queen  sits  upon  her  throne 
Which  is  floating  in  space 
It  shines  clear  of  pearly  glows 
And  the  Queen  also  shines  with  grace 

i 

The  night  is  cool  and  calm 
And  the  winds  whisper  in  my  ears 
Here  and  there  a cricket  chirps 
As  I strain  myself  to  hear 

I breathe  in  deeply  of  the  smell 
The  smell  of  fresh  honeysuckle 
I close  my  eyes  and  start  to  dream 
As  the  trees  outside  begin  to  chuckle 


While  I sleep  and  dream 
The  darkness  says  good  night 
As  the  diamonds.  Queen,  and  noises 
All  slowly  fade  out  of  sight 

I'm  away  at  a strange  place 
Far  away  but  not  alone 
For  slowly  night  will  come  along 
And  again  I'll  feel  at  home 


~ Bevtrly  Nauyen,  VI 
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There  are  people  in  the  world  who  are  so  brilliant  that  it  hurts  to  look  at  them. 
They're  so  much  more  passionate,  more  fiery,  more  full  of  life,  and  whenever  they  walk 
into  a room  everything  stops,  even  time,  so  people  can  stare  a little  longer.  All  things  con- 
sidered, it's  a good  thing  for  the  space-time  continuum  that  there  are  so  few  of  them. 

He's  one  of  them. 

Love  him  or  hate  him,  but  you  can't  ignore  him,  so  perfect  it  hurts,  careless  and  im- 
patient with  anyone  slower  than  he  is  - you  want  to  tell  him  he  moves  too  fast  for  anyone 
to  catch  up,  even  you,  but  you  know  he  won't  care  and  you  just  can't  say  it.  Humans  are 
flawed,  but  he  is  not,  and  he  won't  wait  for  you. 

He  burns  too  hot  and  too  bright,  and  his  passion  is  all  channeled  into  his  own  be- 
loved mistress  - who  could  compete?  Not  you.  He  doesn't  care  about  anyone,  just  his  mu- 
sic, and  why  should  he?  There's  nothing  you  can  offer  that  would  ever  compare  with  the 
sheer  beauty  that  just  pours  out  of  his  fingers  like  wine  from  a broken  bottle,  rich  and  dark 
and  intoxicating.  Nothing  that  would  compare  with  the  fierce,  frightening  joy  in  his  eyes 
when  he  plays,  that  set  him  on  fire  with  the  kind  of  passion  most  men  save  for  their  most 
intimate  moments  with  their  mistresses.  She  is  his  mistress,  in  more  ways  than  one.  Her 
whims  and  wishes  rule  him,  just  as  his  rule  you,  and  how  ironic,  for  she  used  to  own  you, 
too.  Then  you  met  him,  and  even  she  was  dimmer,  weaker,  so  watered-down  in  compari- 
son. Once  you  were  a marionette,  dancing  when  she  pulled  the  strings.  Now  you  curse  her 
for  making  him  dance  away  from  you. 

He  never  cares  what  anyone  thinks  or  says,  even  plays  up  to  the  names  those  fright- 
ened peasants  gave  him,  because  they  didn't  understand.  Witches'  Brat.  No  one  mortal 
could  play  like  that,  they  mutter;  he  has  sold  his  soul  to  the  devil. 

Of  course  they  don't  understand;  she  doesn't  call  them,  cajole,  caress,  compel  and 
cast  aside.  Who  needs  the  devil?  She  is  more  canny,  more  cruel,  and  infinitely  more  tempt- 
ing. He  is  a fitting  consort  for  her,  with  the  fire  in  his  eyes  and  the  passion  in  his  fingers.  Ev- 
ery time  he  plays,  he  is  making  love  to  her,  wringing  her  pleasure  from  his  snapped  strings, 
one  after  another.  You  can  barely  stand  to  listen,  knowing  that  she  has  what  you  never  will. 
Always  her  lover,  never  yours,  and  too  blind  with  love  for  her  to  even  see  that  you  want 


him. 
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It's  best  that  he  doesn't  know,  that  he  never  learns.  No  matter  how  hard  you  tried, 
you  could  never  satisfy  him,  never  be  “good  enough,"  for  unlike  him  you  are  only  mor- 
tal, and  perfection  is  beyond  your  grasp.  If  you  were  perfect,  he  might  want  you.  But  you 
aren't,  and  you  will  never  be. 

She  is  kind  to  him  sometimes,  sweet  and  loving,  and  that  is  an  even  more  painful 
sound  than  the  passionate  public  loving  that  is  Paganini  in  concert.  You  saw  him  once, 
bent  over  his  guitar,  coaxing  beauty  from  its  strings,  and  it  almost  broke  you  with  the 
wish  to  be  his  guitar,  to  be  his  violin,  to  have  him  play  out  his  concerti  and  caprices  on 
your  skin,  and  it  wouldn't  matter  if  every  quivering  inch  of  you  snapped  like  his  E-string, 
if  only  you  could  have  that  one  perfect  moment  when  you  were  his  universe  and  his  mu- 
sic, and  all  he  heard  was  you. 


~ Veronica.  Kauen- Malady,  1 
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The  future  lies  behind  locked  doors 
Hinging  on  the  "will"  and  "can" 

Of  tomorrow's  failed  attempt 
At  today's  great  master  plan 

The  future  walks  with  worn-out  shoes 
Tor  uncounted  miles  on  concrete 
Shattered  into  mirror  shards 
Then  kicked  away  by  restless  feet 

The  future  sees  with  tired  eyes 
Growing  weak  and  blind  with  age 
But  seeing  clearer  all  the  same 
Until  again  they  cloud  with  rage 

The  future's  held  in  broken  bottles 
In  residues  and  liquid  dreams 
In  glasses  lit  with  candle  flames 
In  liquors  stronger  than  they  seem 

The  future  holds  you  in  its  grasp 
It  calls  you  through  a broken  sky 
It  hears  your  pleas  and  knows  your  pain 
But  would  not  care  if  you  should  cry 


~ oUvm  Schmrb,  V 
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conversation 

We've  been  friends  for...  a while. 


We  argue  over  the  slightest  things.  He  says  something  off-handed,  and  I get  offended.  He 
refuses  to  apologize,  and  I sign  off  AIM.  He  calls  me,  and  I snatch  up  the  phone  because  it  wakes  up 
mv  parents.  The  first  time  1 met  him,  1 accused  him  of  being  married  to  his  computer.  He  told  me  I 
had  anger  management  control  problems.  Neither  accusation  really  made  sense. 

"Do  you  remember  the  first  time  we  met?" 

"Not  really,  Lori." 

"How  do  you  not  remember?" 

"1...  hey,  guess  what  I saw  last  night  on  World  of  Warcraft?" 

He's  absent-minded  and  careless  and  everything  I hate  about  boys,  but  we  take  care  of  each 
other.  He  remembers  Planck's  constant,  and  I remember  where  he  put  his  keys.  It's  almost  like  we're 
an  old  married  couple,  except  we'd  drive  each  other  utterly  nuts  if  we  even  lived  in  the  same  house. 
Still,  we  manage  to  keep  the  balance  somehow.  After  all,  we're  still  alive  after  the  six  years  that 
we've  known  each  other.  But  this  does  not  mean  that  he's  remembered  how  to  be  tactful. 

"I  can't  believe  you  even  considered  going  to  a school  like  Wellesley." 

"You  mean  you  think  I'm  too  boy-crazy." 

"...Yeah." 

"I  must  seem  like  I just  fall  all  over  every  guy  who  walks  my  way." 

"More  or  less." 

"...  Wow,  you  really  weren't  supposed  to  respond  to  either  of  those  statements." 

He  puts  more  effort  into  his  schoolwork.  I'll  have  to  admit  it.  I'm  always  the  one  who 
persuades  him  to  see  a movie  after-school  or  come  over  and  watch  a DVD.  He  says  it's  "not  his 
thing,"  but  if  he  had  his  way,  only  eating,  sleeping,  and  surfing  the  net  would  be  "his  thing." 

Last  month,  he  came  over  for  dinner  only  because  Mom  asked  him,  and  we  watched  one  of  John 
Edwards's  speeches  from  last  year  together. 

"Did  he  just  say  grades  are  the  first  thing  to  go  when  your  family  loses  financial  support?" 

"He  said  dreams.  Michael,  we've  been  seniors  for  too  long." 

"Same  difference." 

I like  to  joke  that  without  him,  I would've  failed  11th  grade  pre-calculus,  and  without  me, 
he  would've  failed  11th  grade  English.  But  this  year,  while  I spent  many  hours  trying  to  rewrite  his 
college  essays  for  Carnegie  Mellon,  he  paid  as  little  attention  as  possible  to  my  math  problems. 
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"So  when  you  have  something  like  integral  l/l(l+rt.x)  dx-" 

"You  go  and  cry,  from  what  I remember  of  integration." 

We  both  enjoy  playing  up  the  stereotypes.  He's  the  typical  male  mathematical  brainiac, 
focused  on  converting  his  homebuilt  computer  to  Linux.  I conform  to  being  a female  humanities 
lover,  more  content  when  curled  up  with  Jane  Austen  and  listening  to  opera.  It  can  be  fun... 
sometimes. 

"Hey,  I was  watching  a movie  and  thought  of  you." 

"Uh,  which  one?" 

"A  Beautiful  Mind." 

"...Thanks." 

In  reality,  we're  not  caricatures  of  ourselves.  He  likes  musicals  almost  more  than  I do, 
and  I've  actually  gotten  decent  grades  in  physics.  We  are  better  than  we  look,  and  we  have  been 
best  friends  for  a long  time.  Yet  it's  just  one  of  the  many  things  that  will  change  this  fall,  after  we 
graduate.  Now  that  we've  read  all  the  way  to  within  a few  months  of  the  finish  line,  we  have  to 
pause.  It's  like  the  slow-motion  depiction  of  the  few  seconds  before  we  cross  that  defining  line,  to 
as  if  capture  our  last  thoughts,  however  brief,  fleeting  and  meaningless  they  may  be,  before  we 
close  the  chapter  of  our  lives  that  we've  spent  together.  In  an  instant,  our  eyes  meet  and  we  know 
immediately  that  these  people  whom  we've  known  for  so  long  will  be  changed  just  like  us,  by 
what's  coming  on  the  horizon,  and  we  will  be  swept  along  with  the  tide,  for  better  or  for  worse, 
irrevocably  changed. 

Such  sentimentality  eventually  leads  to  such  moments. 

"You're  good,  Michael." 

"Thank  you,  Lori." 

"...  That  was  awkward." 

"Yeah,  let's  move  on." 


Ycuumy  Mu,  1 
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